OLD   MANNERS   GONE
the empty grate. But magnificent on the dirty
coverlet lay the satin nightdress case of Mrs. Mack.
I looked around for a seat At last I found a
chair, on the back of which stockings were drying
behind the muslin curtains of the window. I dragged
it into the room, placed my elbow on the side of the
washstand and waited an opportunity to explain that
" I was only waiting " to Mrs. Mack.
After the second or third cigarette, the door opened
softly and a most extraordinary apparition in a white
robe or nightdress slowly entered and advanced in
dramatic fashion into the room. She held out her
hands with one arm raised before her face.
" Jayshus, Lady Macbeth ?" I did not say it
aloud. Surprised, I said it to myself. It was a new
one on me, if you see what I mean. I wondered, was
it a joke of Mrs. Mack ? But then she did not know
me well enough for such entertainment, and when
I thought of her jowl I knew that a joke was the one
thing that was completely out of character with her
spiritual make-up.
Meanwhile the white-robed figure was passing
diagonally beyond the foot of the bed. She seemed
a woman in the early forties. Her profile was almost
classic in its dark beauty, though her head was rather
flat-topped and large. She advanced on tiptoe, step
by step.
It certainly was a new one on me. What is the
idea ? Is she a somnambulist or what ? Mack should
have warned me that she had a queer one on the
premises. Maybe she wanted to frighten the life
out of me, but she forgot that it is not easy for a
woman, ghost or no ghost, dead or alive, to frighten
a medical Dick.
What is going to happen next ? I can't very well
run out of the place and chance the enmity of Mack,